R SPENCER FITZGERALD,
M o

ed to communicate with “M
at Vagali's Library, Cook's Alley, Led-
ham Street, Soho.

Peter Ruff laid the paper down upon
his desk. His eyes were set in an sn-
usually retrospective stare. Who was
this whem so to probe his past, to
rmannegd_ with a dexd per-
sonality? " could be but ome per-
son ! Rmmm-mdmeﬂ-
:t‘pouih!e %ﬂm Ill.ka little flame
o timent been alight in
hu%mhﬂﬁ'%ﬁaw
ments thoughts toward
himul:inhndlooﬁm‘gnmwb&t!.

Then a sudden idea—an ugly though
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Dory lately. Somehow or other,

cases seemed to have crumpled imto
dust. He was no longer d in the
same esteem at Scotland Yard Yet
could even Johm Dory stoop to such

means 28 thege?
He turned in his chajr.

"Miss Brown,” he said, "please take

your pencil.

He marked the advertisement with a

ring and passed it to her.
“Reply to that as follows,” he said:
Dear Sir:

I notice in the Daily Mail of this
morning that you are inquiring through
the ‘personal’ column for the where.
abouts of Mr*§ Fitzgerald. That
gentieman has a client of mine,
and I have been in occasional communi-
cation with him. If you will inform me

of the mature of your business, I may,
pz-_rhz;;-. be able to put you in tooch
with Mr. Fitzgerald. You will under-
stand, however, that, under the circum-
stances, I shall require proofs of your
good faith, Truly yours.
‘PETER RUFE"
Miss Brown glanced through the ad-

“Did you say—TDear sir?™ she
asked.

“Certainly " Peter Ruff answered.

She turned unwillingly - to her ma-
chine.

“Mr. Fitzgerald is very much better
where he is," she remarked.

“That depends,” he answered.

“Who do you suppose ‘M’ is?* she
asked.

“With vour assistance,” Peter Ruff
remarked, ks_ d!inlq lmnially-—-"with
your very Xmd assitance—i propose to
find ULI'?;L

Miss Brown sniffed, and banged at
the keys of her t Titer,

“That coal-dealec’s girl from Streat-
ham !" she murmured to herself.

A few politely worded letters were
exchanged. “M" declined to reveal her
identity, but made an appointment to
visit Mr. Ruff at his offce. The momn-
mg she was expected he was palpably
nervous.  Miss Brown, who had arrived
a little Iate, sat ith ber back turned
ppon him, and jgnored even his usual
morning greeting. The atmosphere of
the office was decidediy chilly! For-
tunately, the expected visitor arrived
cany,

Peter Ruff rose to receive his former
swertheart with an agitation perforce
concealed, yet to him poignant indeed,
r it was indeed Maud who entered
the room and came toward him with
carefully studied embarrassment and
half doubtfully extended hand. He did
it cee the cheap millinery, the slightly
more developed figure, the passing of
that insipid prettiness which had once
charmed him into the bloom of an over-

early maturity, His eves were blinded |

with that sort of masculine chivalry—
the heritage only of fools and very
clever men—which takes no note of
such things. It was Miss Brown who,

from her place in the comner of the!

room, ran over the chesp attractions of
this unwelcome visitor with an expres-
sion of scornful wonder: who appreci-
ated, with merciless judgment, her
mincing speech, her cheap, flinatious
method.

Maud, with a diffidence not altogeth-
er assumed, accepted the chair which
Peter Ruff placed for her.

“I am sure, Mr, Ruff,” she said, look-
ing demurely into her lap, “I ought not
to have come here feel terribly
guilty. It's such an uncomfortable
sort of position, too, isn't it?"”

“1 am sorry that wvou find it so”
Peter Ruff said. “If there is anything
I can .

“You are very kind,” she murmured,
“but, you set, we are perfect strangers
tc one ancther. You don't know me at
all, do you? and I have only heard of
vou through the newspapers. You
might think ali sorts of things shout
my coming here to make inquines about
a gentleman”

“T can assure you,” Peter Ruff ssid,
sincerely, “that you need have no fears
—no fears at all. Just speak to me
?l]l!t frankly. Mr. Frzgerald was a
riend of yours, was he not?”

Maud sumpersd.

“He was more than that," she an-
swered, looking down. “We were en-

ed to be married”

cter Ruff sighed
F"I lmewu ail dlbmn“i't," he :!;:’Jnud.
“Fitzgerald used to tell me everything.”

“You were his friend>" she asked,
looking him in the face. < -

“1 was,” Peter Ruffi answered fer-
vently, “his best friend "

She sighed.

“In some '_x'n." she remarked soft-
3)‘.“_;)'“ remind me of him"”

ott could scarcely say anything.”
Petétr Ruff murmured, “which would
give me more pleasure, [.am flattered”

She shook her head i

“It isn't flamery,” she said, “it's the
truth., You may be 2 few years older,
and Spencer had 3 very mice muostache,
which you haven't, but you are really
gug&h Mr. Roff, do tell me w

is!
Peter Ruffl coughed.
“You must remember,” he said, “that
Mr Fil:?c.'ald's absence was caosed by
events of a somewhat unfortunate char.

acter.
I know all about it,” she answered,
with a httle sigh.

“You can & the there- |
for,” Peter as
his friend and well-wisher, I can scarce-
Iy disclose hia i his
- jasion. - you tell me_ exactly
way a 4

" She biahed—betrayed, T Gt al the
& L m' m
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i
|

i:
4
g?.
Y

i
1
I
.

&
g
§
kFg
i

5%
E
E
?
%
£

38
LH
&
§:
:
:

talk?™ -
dear, modest little thing!

nothing whatever could be said
our junching together. A married lady
&:l:nys a great deal of latitude, you

mile.

“I'd simply love to to Prince’s!"
he declared. 5

Peter Ruff and his client left the room
|

eon in no very jobiliant state of mind
For some time he sat in his easy
chair, with his legs crossed and his fin-
ger ulp pressed close together, locking
stéadily

ed him from behind her machine.

ingly, “that marriage with John Dory
has—well, not had a beneficial effect
She alldwed me, for instance, to hold
her hand in the aab! Maud would nev-
¢r have permitted a stranger to take
such a liberty in the old days."

ted, “to enjoy her champa a £
deal, and she talked about ﬂ: dull life
st home a little more, perhaps, than
was discrest to one who was presum.
ably a stranger. She was curious, too,
about dining out Poor little girl,
though. Just fancy, John Dory has
never taken her anywhere but to the pit
of a theater !

Brown asked.

day,” Peter Ruff admitted
quired.

few days,

steadily

let that woman make a fool of you?"

you want to—only, if you please, don"t
speak disrespectfully of Maud”

all,” Miss Brown continued, “that this

= i Pgssenger Rightson Railway Trains

has vague suspicioms. Can't you see|
that he i3 probably making use of your
infatuation for bhis wife, to try and get
you to give yourself away? Can't you
see it, Peter

“1 must admit,” he answered, with a
sigh, “that some suspicion of the sort
has interfered with myv perfect enjoy-
ment of the morning™

relief.
“What are you going to do about it,
then ™ she acked.

“The subject of Mr. Spenter Fitz-
erald,” he remarked, “seemed, some-
ow or other, to drop into the back-
ground durmg our ‘luncheon. [ pro-
pose, therefore, to continue to offer| 0 iain twenty thousand cases, cov-
to Mrs. John Dory my most respect-|ering abstrizss variations on evary con-
ful admiration. If she accepts my| celvable isaus that can arise betwesn &
friendship, and is satisfied with it, so
much the better. [ must admit that it
would give me a great deal of pleasure

such times when her husband happens

“And supposing,” Miss Brown asked,
“that this is not all she wante—suppos-
ing, for instance, that she persists in
her desire for information concerning
Mr. Spencer Fitzgerald:?”

“I was just thinking that out,” Peter
Ruff said mildly, “when you spoke”

Ruff was forced to reahize that his sec-
retary’s instinct had not misled her. It
was, alas, no persona] and sentimental
regrets for her former lover which had
brought the fair Maud to his office. The
pleasures of her evening were insuffi-
cient this time to keep her from recur-
ring continually to the subject of her
vanished lover. - He tried strategy—
jealousy among other things.

want to see him
don't -kw'hn
John .
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Peter Ruff smiled. Just the same
I an asfure yoo" he said, “that

She looked up at him with a dazzling
2
“Cat!” Mist Brown murmured, as

er,
ster Ruff returned from his lunch-

into space. Miss Brown watch-

“Disenchanted 7 she asked calmly.
“I am afraid,” he admitted, hesitat-

Miss Brown smiled curiously.
“Is that all?” she asked
“She certainly did seem,” he admit-

“Wihch evening is it to be? Miss
“Something was said about Thurs-
“And her husband?” Miss Brown in-
“He ha??em to be in Glasgow for a
Miss Brown looked at her employer
“Peter,” she said, “are you going to

He raised his eyebrows
"Go on" he =aid; “say everything

It was Peter Ruff who stood looking in upon them.

“Hasn't it ever occurred to you at

4
Miss Brown drew a little breath of

Peter Ruffl coughed

inte the car by another woman.
of sulng the owner of the dog the In-
jured party sued the rallrfoad
was dacided In favor of the
Bittan passenger.
that tha rallroad company had no right
1 Ity 40 Ip passenger cars,
The passenger has no protection from
contention has been  wnt-
tUsd by the highest court of Kentucky,
Concernlng Paorters.

A careiess porter crushed the hand of
A wWoman passenger between the wall of
a aleeping car and a table
B*r suerd the mliroad for damages and
obtained a verdict for

The verdict was afirmsed by the high.
Alabama, which declared
that a rallroad could not escape Habllity
on the ground that the Infury was in-
filcted In & car owned by another com-
pany, and that the porter exercised con-
slteping ear with the as-
sent of the raflroad

Interesting Variations in the Different States as
Compiled by Statistician—Bulky Collection
of Court Decisions.

Up to 199 no fewer than Afty-three vol- | to throw the man off. On this point
umes of raiiroad cases had been collected,
compiled, indexed, and digested by law
These, of course, repressat but |
a small fraction of rallread HHtigation. for |
they are only those eases which have been
cartied to & final declaton.

Estimated roughly, thess Ofty-three vol-

Bome have held that

tralne, while others maintain that only
conductors may do so.

The Supreme Court of Misslsaipp! has
ecreed that a carrier or rallroad is not
raquired to aseist passengers to board
trajne or to alight.

But the court almo held that If a ear-
rier stops Its trains where passengers
cannot enter or leave cars without dif-
flculty, it Is the duty of the conductor

reporiers.

rallroad and its patrons, says the Rallroad
Men's Magazine,
1f a man should lesave the car lm:hrlou:
ths headlight of the iocomotiva at the re-
ue_Ner occasonal SO mon quest of the ireman and |s injursd whils
I doing =0, he does not loss his characlar
in Glasgow! of passengdr. He s entitled to damages,
as a certain rafiroad man learned to its
porrow when the matter was carrid Lo
the highest court of Alabama,
On the other hand, a man who has ac-
tually purchased a ticket and is in the
waiting-room of s milroad may not be a
A efttzen of Massachusetts,

Variety of Declslons.

Regarding the time and place to de-
traln, the courts in different Stateg have
banded down a bewildering variety of
deciplons, In many cases it has been
decided that the announcement of a sta-
tion Is not In itself & notice to alight.

The passenger htg & right to leave
the traln at any regular stop, though It
may not be his destination. The courts
have s0 held In many cases. Put if he
iz Injured whils doing %o, the pemsibility
ofyrecovering damages s rather slight.
for the courts would probably adjudge
him guilty” of contributory negligence.

A North Carolina man, who boarded a
train to find & weat for his danghter and
her thres children, broke his ieg in leap-
ing from the car afler it had started
He sued for damages and secured them.

In this case the man bhad taken the
precaution 10 notify the tralnmen that
he was boarding the train only to find
4 seal for his daughter. He hurried
from the car without dalay, but the traln

such

Be had to Jump,

Burfed In the raliroad liws of the
Btate of New York is s brief parsgraph,
the purport of which is that if & rail-
road refuses (o check A fasssnger's bag-
I.|. l:hll::“ p:‘:'r”tg“ from

or collec
fare from him. .

A valusble right of the passenger !s
that which entitles him to have
carriod on the traln on which he travels.
This right has beed uphedd by the high-

the passengrr s
bound t0 exercise reasonabls care In pro-
A Massachusetis man,
unable to find & seat on a train,
mained standing.

Unfortunately he chose g place In the
opan door from which hs was huried 10
the ground by an unusual lurch of the
He susd for damages. but the court
decided agalnet him on the ground that
he was gulity of comtributory negligence
in stending In tha doorway.

A very valuable right of a passenger
which entitles him to & lower
berth In a sleeplng car
tenance of thiz right he has the support
of the appellate division
York Supreme Court

A passenger bought a ticket from San
to New York Clty,

tecting himpelf.

passenger,
the: H who had bo t his tieket but had missed
On their next meeting, however. Peter | N00, "0 BOOgt B8 K on, waiting
for a street car on which to return home.
Shortly afterward a locomotive crashed
through the wall of the waltng-room
and he was injured. H
ages, but the courts declled that hey was
not & paspengr because he had not left
remises “within a rea-

the company’s
therefore, couid not

sonable time,”
recover.
l;ltliwmoru! “uzt‘hndpurmn:a

- ey e . ¢ |ment an Tows man
m%“l;g‘*?; ‘;“h; r‘:"ﬁ‘ 5 :“VP‘“‘“I"I = ticket and boarded & traln

ind our iriend 1o come 10 [pig teket 4ld not glee him
London—I imagine he would be faicly
safe now if he kept out of your hus-
h:n&'l way—what would happen to
™

Antonlo, Tex.,
gether with a lower berth.
Ban Antonio to Naw Orleans.
Here he had to change cars
He found t his berth bhad been sold
a other owner was In pos-
There wera no unoocupled
lowers. Hes was obliged to rids for two
and a half days In a coach.
for damages and obtained a
for

sued for dumages. When he admitted
fact that his ticket
e ? entitls him to ride on the train
“You!" she murmured, glancing at|be 105U his case.

him from behind her fan and then drop-

knowledge
aid

%

Fine Distinctions.

ping her eyes. In ltigs this sort there are
r“EEe_ﬂ.a.tnly — me!” he continued. | some r.mﬂ-"" nn:‘ distinctions. An Ohilo
“Don't you think that I should be do-

ing mywself a very ill turn if I brought
vou two ? 1 am quite sure|the conductor punched his ticket, al-
that you still care for him."” though the limited did not stop at the

She shook her head,

peliats divisionn set asids, ths learned

judpes declaring that ths price of the

man who scted as d4ld the adsquate compensaticn

:

The Prince Way Hungry.
An English actor was ¢ member of &
-| company smow-bound in the Slerras while
en route from California 1o the East.
Bafors thelr train was pulled oat of the
they had been reduced to eating
fare of the railroad laborers,
ifttle enough sven of that.
& magnificent hunger when
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;Nm at all," she answered promptiy.

d.
“Can't see ;.ng likeness,” she declared.

mannerisms "

“When is this meeting with Fitzger-
ald to come off " John asked ab-

ruptly.

*“To-morrow night.”” she said; “he is

to meet me in Mr. Ruffs office”
“At what time?” John Dory asked

“At 8 o'clock. Mr. Ruff 3 keeping
his office open late on purpose.” Spen-
cer thinks that afterward he is going

"

1o take me out to dinner.
“You are sure of this? John Dory
asked »

ieve he means that you shall meet
itzgerald

“T am sureé of " she answered
“He is even a little jealous,” she contin-
wed, with an affected lavgh. “He told
me—well, mever mind ™

*“He told you what?” John Dory ask-

She laughed

“Never you mind,” she said “T have
done what you asked me, anyway."

John Dory glared, but he said noth-

ing. It to him that his hour of

revenge was close at hand!
- - - M - . -

There was no denying the fact that
Miss Violet Brown was m a passion
For an hour she had pleaded, and Peter
Ruff remained unmoved,

“You are a fool!" she cried at last
“In every other way, hesven knows,
you are clever enough; And vet there
comes this wvulgar, common-place, taw-
dry little woman from heaven knows
where, and makes such a fnol of you
that you are willing to fling away your
career—to hold wour wnsts out for
John Dory's handcuffs!"

Peter Ruff sighed.

“What a pessimist you are, my dear
Violet!™ he said

She came up to him and laid her
hands upon his shoulders

“Peter,” she said, "I will tell you
something—I must! | am fond of you,
Peter. always have been. Don't
make ‘me miserable if there is no need
for it, Tell me hanestly—do you really

believe in this woman?
“My dear girl,"” he said, “I believe in

every one until I find them out. But, at

the same time, there are always certain

precantions which one takes.”

“What precautions can you take?”

ind me a little of him just
at first, though,” she added, reflective.
ly—"little things he said, and sort of

. “You are sure that the
man Ruff does mot suspect you? You

that there are a few little things since
then which we may have to imquire in-

“This beats me!™ the little man de-
d.l_!d. “Whe do you think 1 am?"

T,
with,” John Dory sai “It seems 1o
me pot impossible that we may find an.
other pseudonym for you™

“You can find as many as you like"
the little man answered testily, “but my
name is James F Id, and I am an
actor employed at the Shaftesbury The-
ster, as [ can prove with the utmost
casec. 1 mever called myself Spencer;
nor, to my knowiedge, was I ever called
by such a Mme Nor, as [ remarked
before, have I ever seen any onme of
you thres people before

John sz grunted.

“It was Mr. Spencer Fitzgerald,” he
said, who leaped out of the window of
Daisy Villa two years ago. It may be
Mr. Jame: Fitzgerald now. Gentlemen
of your profession have & knmack of
changing their names.”

“My profession’s as good as yours,
anyway!" the little man exclaimed. “We
aren't all fools in it! My friend Mr.
Peter Ruff said to me that there was a
young lady whom [ used to know who
was anxious to meet me again, apd
would I step round here about 8
o'clock. Here [ am, and all T can say
is, if that's the young lady, I never saw
her before in my ii?r .

There was a moment’s breathless si-
lence. Then the door was softly opened,
Viclet Brown went staggering back hke
3 woman who sees a ghost ghe bit her
lips till the blood came. It was Peter
Ruff carefully dressed in evening
clothes

“Dear me,” he said, "vou don't seem
to be getting on very welll Mr. Dory.”
he added. with 3 note of surprise in his
tone, “this is indeed an unexpected
pleasure!”

The man who sicod by the desk turn-
ed 10 him, The others were stricken
dumb

“Lonk here,” he said, “there’s some
mistake. Yoo told me to come here at
5 o'tlock 1o meet a young lady whom
I used to know. Well, I never saw her
before in my life” he added pointing
to Maud. “There's a man there who
wants to arrest me—Lord knows what
for! And here's another lady telling
me not to shoot! What's it all about,
Ruff? Is it a practical joke?

Peter Ruff laid down his coat and
hat
“Is it possible,” he said, “that T have
made a mistake? lsn't your secomd
name L .

The man shook his head,

“My name s Jumes Fitzgerald” he
satd  “1 haven't niissed a day at the
Shaftshury Theater for three ypars
never called myself Spencer, and [ nev-
er saw that lady before m my life”

Maod came out from her place against
the wall, and leaned ecagerly forward

she cried. “Can vou sit there and make | John Dory turned his head slowly to-
vourseli invisible? John Dory is not|ward his wife. A sickening fear :‘:-.‘I
3 fool. The moment he is in this room |arisen in his heani—gnpped um by the
with the door closed belund hmm, it is|throat.  Fooled once more, and by

the end”

“We must hope not,” Peter Ruff said

cheerfully

She turned away from him a little

drearily.

haps, later on, 1 may be of use!”
"As you willL” he answered.
will excuse me for a litte time. won't

. S @ .
“You do not mind if T stay™ she ‘I"' IReT
said. “T am not working to-night. Per.|long a

| Peter Rusf!

“It. 151"t Spencer!™ Mand said huskily.
Jobn Dory ook a ste
laid his hands upen the sh
the man who called himself Als
He looked into his face
carefulle, Then he tumed
away, and, gripping his wife by the

“You|arm, he passed out of the room

Violet Brown crossed the rmoom to

vou? | have some preparations to where FPeter Ruff was sull standing

make” He left the room and ascended
the stairs to his own apartments

Eight o'clock was st
door of Peter Rufi's ¢

| ge1g
ng when the| hir
ces was softly |
opened and cloted again. A man-in a|’

with a queer look wpon his face, and,

him by the shoulders, shook

she exclaimed
ou know that 1

slouch hate and overcoat entered, and y eyes out "
after fecling along the wall for a mo-| ) Rade ?‘-1\’l known
ment turned up the electric light. Vie- |me 107 tome years You have been my
let Brown rose from her place with a|secretary for some momths, 1f you
little sob ir!‘. et ts il to tike me for a fool, 1
“Peter!™ she cried.  “Peter!” cannor help it o 0%
“My name,” the newcomer said calm- she exclaimed, pointing to Mr.

Iy. “is Mr. Spencer Fitzgerald™
“Oh, listen to me!"™ she begred

“There 15 still time, if you hurry. Please,

please go! Hurry upstairs and put those |

| self-satrsfactio

things away

“Madam,” the newcomer said, “1 am/ ¥you sre,

| Ja

mes Fitzperald

Peter Ruff nodded.

“1 ha n practicing on him for
he said, with an air of
*A thin, mobile face,
ardl plenty of cxperience in

some

much obliged to you for your interest, | the art of makmg up. It is astonishing

but I think that you are making a mis-
have come here to meet—"

! what ane can do if ope triee™

Mr. James Fitzgerald picked up his

He stopped short. There was a soft | hat and coat

knocking at the door. A stifled scream

broke from Violet Brown's lips.

“It is too late!™ she cried, “Peter!

Peter!”
She sank into her chair and covered

I was worth more than five quid™

| he growled. “When I saw the hl\.":'_!-
|cuﬁ, m that fellow's hand, [ feit a cold

ghiver go down my spine”
Peter Ruff counted out two hank-

her face with her hands The door was|notes and passed them to his confeders

opened and Maud came in.  When she |ate .

saw who it was who sat in Peter Ruff's
place, she gave a little cry. Perhaps,
after all, she had not believed that this
thing would happen.

“Spencer!" she cried, “Spencer! Have
you really come back®”

He held out his hands

“You are glad to see me?™ he asked

She came slowly forward. The man
rose from his place and came toward

her with outstretched hands. Then
through the door came John Dory, and
one caught’a glimpse of others behind
him.

“If ‘my wife_is not glad to see you,

Mr. Spencer Fitzgerald" he said, in a
tone from which he vainly tried to keep

the note of triumph, “1 can assure you
that I am. You sir{vpcd away from me
cleverly at Daisy Villa, but this time
I think you will not find it so ecasy.”

Maud shrank back, and her hushand
took bher place. Miss Brown rose hur-

“You have earned the money.” he
said.  "Go and spend it. Perhaps, Vio-
jer,” he added. turning toward her, “1
have been a little inconsiderate. Come
and have dinner with me, and forget it™

She drew a i sigh.

“You are sure,” she mormured, "that
pou wouldn’t rather take Maund?”
(Comppright; L br the Assccisted Literary Press)

Title of pext Sunday's adventufe—
“Mrs. Bognor's Star Boarder.™

Elephant Talk.

Elephants are sald to make use of &
great variety of sounds in communicats
Ing with cach 'other and !n expressing
thelr wants and feelings Some are ute
tered by the trunk, some by the throat.
The conjuncfures !n which eitiier moans
of expression I8 emploved cnnnot be
strictly classified, as fenr, picasure,
want and other emotiona Are somstimes

riedly from her seat. She came OVET | indicated by the trunk, sometimes by

to him and thrust her arm through his

“Peter,” she said, taking his hand in
hers, “don't shoot. It isn't worth while.

You should have listened to me.”
The little man in the gold-rimmed
es looked at her, Jooked at Mr.

John Dory, looked at the woman who

:alul shrinking back now against the
"ﬁuﬂi.“ Je said, “this is the most
extrao

ry situation in which I ever

found myself!™

“We will help you to realize it," John
Dory cried. "i came here %o arrest Mr.

Fitzgerald. but [ hear this young lady

call you ‘Peter’ Perhaps this may be
the solution——"

-| The Httle man struck the table with
ﬁ.btd&mm&h' is getting a bit
“this a bi

:ii-—yau."huia. sheet of tin rapidly

the throat. An elsphant rushing upon
an assallant trumpets shrilly with fury.
Fear In similarly expressed In & shrill,
brassy trumpet, or by & roar from the
lungs; pleasure by a continued low
sgusaking through the trunk or sn al-
most Inaudible purring sound from the
throat. Want—as a calf calling (its
mother—is chiefly expressed by the
throat . A pesuliar sound is mads use of
by elephants 1o express Jislike or ap-
prehension, and at fhe sams tme 0
intimidate, as when ths cause of some
alarm bhas not besn glearly ascertained
and the animals wish (o deter an In-
truder. It ls produced by rApping the
«nd of the trunk smartly on ths ground,
& current of 1ir hitherto retalned belng
sharply emittad through the trunk as
from & valve, &t the mement of mpact
The sound resembles that of & large
doubled,




